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THE ALDINE. 



SHAMEFUL DEATH. 

There were four of us about that bed ; 

The mass-priest knelt at the side, 
1 and his mother stood at the head, 

Over his feet lay the bride ; 
We were quite sure that he was dead. 

Though his eyes were open wide. 

He did not die in the night, 

He did not die in the day, 
But in the morning twilight 

His spirit passed away, 
When neither sun nor moon was bright, 

And the trees were merely gray. 

He was not slain with the sword, 

Knight's axe, or the knightly spear, 
Yet spoke he never a word 

After he came in here ; 
I cut away the cord 

From the neck of my brother dear. 

He did not strike one blow, 

For the recreants came behind, 
In a place where the hornbeams grow, 

A path right hard to find, 
For the hornbeam boughs swing so 

That the twilight makes it blind. 

They lighted a great torch then, 

When his arms were pinioned fast, 
Sir John the knight of the Fen, 

Sir Guy of the Dolorous Blast, 
With knights three score and ten 

Hung brave Lord Hugh at last. 

I am three score and ten, 

And my hay- is all turned gray, 
But I met Sir John of the Fen, 

Long ago on a summer day, 
And am glad to think of the moment when 

I took his life away. 

I am threescore and ten, 

And my strength is mostly passed, 
But long ago I and my men, 

When the sky was overcast, 
And the smoke rolled over the reeds of the fen, 

Slew Sir Guy of the Dolorous Blast. 

And now, knights all of you, 
I pray you pray for Sir Hugh, 
A good knight and a true, 
And for Alice, his wife, pray too. 

— William Morris. 



THE PUDDLE PARTY. 

Tears dropping from my eyes did not account for 
the noise which disturbed me ; but such a trickling 
went on somewhere ! I was crying — but no matter 
about telling why. Perhaps Lolly Dinks had hurt 
my feelings, for in the morning he called me a mean 
mother, because 1 would not give him two eggs. 

Drip, drippy, drip, every minute. Fancie, the little 
witch, must be at the bottom of it. I tapped at the 
door of the queen's closet smartly with my pen ; the 
door flew open, asit was obliged to do when 1 wished, 
but Fancie, lodking like thistle-down, refused to stir. 
She heard no noise but the singing in her ears, from 
the influenza, which the snowflake-bath gave her. 
coaxed her, and told her what beautiful flowers had 
just come — pink rosebuds, white carnations, cape 
jasmine, and lilies-of-the-valley; but she shook her 
head. However, when 1 told her that Lolly Dinks's 
grandpa, old Sir Dinks, had sent him some pure 
honey-comb, and that she should have a whole cell 
of it, with a straw to suck out the honey, she said she 
would come — just to oblige me. 

" You need not call me perverse," she said. " I 
am no worse than the Dinks tribe of children ; 
neither have souls — I'll be good now. The noise 
comes from the flower-vase. A cataract fell on the 
floor, because you put too much water in ; get the 
honey." 

I put her in a lily-of-the-valley bell — it was a tight 
squeeze to tuck her in — and made a paper tent over 
her, so that no wandering, ugly mote should come 
along and knock her down with its woolly arms, and 
then gave her the honey. She laughed so that all 
the lily bells tinkled, and nodded, and called out : 

" We are in for it, too. See the silver white globe 
of Fairyland swinging in the air, coming down, round 
and round, for us all." 

I waited. By the twitching in my pen, I knew 
something charming would this way come. 

What a sweet room I was alone in! so still, and 
full of beautiful color ; the air was scented with my 
flowers. It was warm with a bright big fire. Pic- 
tures in gold frames hung round the lavender-colored 
walls ; red sofas and chairs stuffed thick, and crinkled 



all over with tufts and folds ; and painted vases, cups 
and boxes, and hundreds of books, with purple and 
brown, green, black and gold covers, standing 
straight as soldiers behind glass doors, . and gay 
curtains, flowered all over. Oh, I felt it lovely ! I 
walked round, and touched everything, and came 
along by the puddle. There stood poor General Ear- 
wig, shabbier than ever ; he had a cane in his hand, 
and was pointing across the water with it. 

"The wind is fair, marm," he said, " and the sea 
smooth. The party will enjoy a sail. They would 
like to picnic on Dictionary Island. But where are 
the preparations, the preparations ? " 

Before I could answer, Mrs. Musculus bustled in 
from Worktable Street. Her tail beat the carpet, and 
she. flapped her ears. 

" What upon mousehole," she squeaked, " does it 
mean ? 1 smell musk ; it must be that Don Beetle is 
close by." 

"Ahem, Mrs. Musculus," answered General Ear- 
wig, " he is here with his aunt, the widow Tessala- 
tum," 

" From Greenside," cried Fancie, with her mouth 
full of honey. " More strangers are coming." 

Mrs. Musculus, full of curiosity, ran to my desk and 
peeped up under the paper tent. 

" Go away, you foolish gray chatterbox," ordered 
Fancie. " You take up too much room. Still, if you 
are wanted to clean the fish, you can be at hand." 

" I am ready to be useful," answered Mrs. Musculus. 
" I am glad 1 left the twins at home." 

Such a crowd gathered on the shore of the lake ! 
Two Blue-flies came down from somewhere, .bringing 
grains of brown ffctgar for their share of the sailing 
party treat. Major Formica, his wife, and two red- 
haired, tight-laced daughters, came with a lot of pro- 
visions in spider's-egg bags and sat upon them. A 
proud Lady-bird, who threatened to " fly away home " 
whenever anybody ventured near her, walked up and 
down, showing her red dress to the Blue-fly gentle- 
men, who crossed their • legs superciliously, and 
winked with their round eyes. Some lively Cock- 
roaches, just over with the measles, marched in a 
band, and sung,. 

"The sea, the sea, the open sea." 

All were waiting for the boat, and presently the 
funniest, leanest, old gray Mouse, came out of Rug 
Park with the boat on his back. Mrs. Musculus 
turned pale, and muttered : 

"The old creature has been to my hole-house." 
And so he had and had brought a big egg shell with 
the top gnawed off, and beautifully painted with the 
yellow yolk. This old tar-mouse had been to sea all 
his life, and knew the taste of grog ; but he was now 
old and forgetful. ( .-.: 

"Where are the oars ? " somebody asked.." 

"And the sail? " another. 

"We'll make out," replied the tar-mouse. 

"Yes, of course you will, you old rat," muttered 
Mrs. Musculus, " been and hauled our barn out of 
the yard." 

The lively Cockroaches picked up a match, and 
dragged it to the shore. The boat was launched, the 
match shipped, and tar-mouse took his place to 
scull the party over the lake. Straws were put 
across the boat for seats, and a bit of egg skin was 
hoisted for a banner. There was no room for Mrs. 
Musculus, and she pretended she had no thought of 
going ; she just wanted to see them off. She was 
allowed to hold the thread and cast it off. Don 
Beetle and his aunt came running down at the last 
moment, and jumped so violently aboard that every- 
body screamed. 

" Now, then, avast and be taffrailed," bellowed the 
tar-mouse, and the boat slowly swung round beauti- 
fully ; but the water was so shoal that presently she 
ran aground, and poor tar-mouse had to get over- 
board and tail and paw her over. It was a gay party, 
though. The Fleas played a tune with their nippers, 
the Blue-flies buzzed exquisitely, but poor General 
Earwig was seasick. He turned a dreadful color, and 
he swore, and stamped every one of his legs. 

" Aunt," whispered Don Beetle, " you will never 
think of giving your hand to that man ? " . 

" I ticked that I should at one time, but I have 
changed my mind. His stomach is greatly disor- 
dered," she replied. 

Don Beetle was happy ; he wanted his aunt's prop- 
erty behind the wall. He danced on deck, stuck 
out his dandy attenna!;, and made himself acceptable 
to the Miss Formicas. I saw them land'-at Dictionary 
Island, and the party climb up the leather bank. It 



was a bare and bleak place, but it seemed to have a 
spell for them ; they wandered over the island, feeler 
in feeler exchanging nips and rubs. And what do 
you think they cooked? A whole heap of the little 
slicks, or silver fish, which they caught in the back 
of Dictionary Island, at Glue Ravine ! They had 
dust instead of salt, and were much refreshed. After 
supper there was a dance, and then a quarrel. Don 
Beetle and Blue- fly, No. I, got mad, because Miss 
Formica promised to dance the same dance with both. 
Don Beetle pulled Blue-fly's leg off at the second 
joint, and Blue-fly spat in Don Beetle's great bulg- 
ing mouth. The widow Tessalatum screamed so that 
the youths were parted. 

Fancie laughed so at them that I jumped out of my 
chair. 

"Missis," she said, "your eyes have been shut ever 
so long. I am sticky all over. Wash me, and let me 
go home. I am too tired to wait for the party to 
return. You have been sweet, missis, to me. I'll 
kiss you." 

" How shall I wash you ? " 

" With a moist roseleaf." 

So I took a pink roseleaf, and she hopped upon my 
finger. I rolled her entirely in the leaf, and then 
shook her out of it into the web in the closet. 

" Dear me, 7 have had nothing, and am nobody," 
sobbed Mrs. Musculus. 

" And that is just my case, Mrs. Musculus; I am 
nobodier and nothinger. Only 

— Lolly Dinks's Mother." 



A GREAT MASTER AND HIS GREATEST 
WORK. 

"To whose memory is this monument? " asked the 
king. 

" To the memory of the great Saint Sebald," replied 
the old sacristan. 

" And whose work is it ? " 

" It is the work of Peter Vischer, the old Nurem- 
berg founder in bronze." 

"Then say, rather," replied the king, ."that this 
monument is to the memory of. P^ter Vischer. His 
name will live long after the old saint is forgotten." 

This conversation is said to have taken place in 
1632, when Gustavus Adolphus was encamped at 
Nuremberg against the forces of Wallenstein. And 
the King of Sweden was right, for the noble artist- 
mind which planned and builded the memorial which 
has been the glory of Nuremberg for centuries, 
wrought more richly and wisely than the saint whom 
he worked to honor. 

The old legend tells us that Sebald was a Danish 
prince, who studied in Paris during the reign of King 
Pepin. On his return to his own land, his parents 
desired him to marry. Obedient to their wishes, the 
only question was on whom should he fix his choice. 
While the subject was under earnest and devout con- 
sideration, a swallow, flying overhead, let fall a tress 
of auburn hair into the hand of the youthful prince, 
which he took as a sign that none but the possessor 
of that hair could become his wife. Thousands of 
fair maidens from France and Denmark came forward 
and claimed to match the hair with their own brown 
locks, but none were of the right shade, in the eyes 
of the prince, until a fair and frail young damsel pre- 
sented herself, and with her wicked, laughing eyes 
convinced Prince Sebald that the hair could have 
come from no head but hers. Great was the lament- 
ing of the parents, and very solemn the expression 
on the countenances of the wise old courtiers over 
the foreign beauty, but the young prince was firm. 
He set to work, however, to convert his bride to the 
faith and customs of his own land ; and when con- 
vinced that his labors had been successful, he cele- 
brated his marriage with great pomp and magnifi- 
cence. On the night of his wedding he received 
what he considered a call to a holy life. A sudden 
conviction flashed upon him that the pleasures of 
this world were vanity and vexation and wickedness. 
Leaving his wife, and the crowd of merry revelers 
who were celebrating his marriage, he retired secretly 
to a distant forest, where he lived as a hermit for 
fifteen years, healing the sick, restoring the blind to 
sight, and practising acts of mercy towards all who 
carne to him. After a time he left his native land and 
made a pilgrimage to Rome, where he received the 
blessing of the Pope, and again traveled northward, 
preaching and performing many wonderful miracles. 
The Saints Wilibald and Wunibald were the com- 
panions of his travels. It is related that when they 
reached the banks of the Danube the bridge had beeii 



